name will come out, and then . . . then I'll have to get
out of the town. , . , I need advice. . , . I've come to
ask your opinion about something ... a very perplexing
business'/"
"Go ahead!" I told him.
"You see/' he began, "it's like this. Down in the
Southern states, the upper classes have taken lately to
keeping Negro mistresses . . . two and three at a time.
People have started talking. The wives don't like it. Some
of the papers have received letters from women exposing
their husbands. There may be a big scandal. The Bureau
has at once gone about producing 'counterfacts,' as we
call them. Thirteen agents, and I'm. one of them, are to
get themselves Negro mistresses. Two or even three at the
same time. , . /'
He jumped up nervously and, putting his hand to his
breast pocket, declared:
"I can't do it! I love my wife . . . and she wouldn't
let me, anyway! And at least if there only had to be one\"
"Why don't you refuse?"" I suggested.
He gave me a pitying look.
"And who's going to pay me fifty dollars a week? And
a bonus if the thing goes well? No, no, you can^keep that
sort of advice for yourself. . . . An American doesn't
refuse money even the day after he's dead. Think up
something else/''
"I find it hard/' I said.
"Hard? Why should you find it hard? You Europeans
are very lax on the moral side. . . . Your moral iniquity
is notorious/"*
He said it with a firm conviction of its being true.
"Look here,**  he  went on,  bending forward  towards
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